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Drink now the rapture of that Word 
Which lips did never utter, 

That fills all space with song and light, 
Wherein all things become poured forth 
When time ceases to be. 

Drink now, o soul, and thine own word 
Shall stream across all boundaries 

Into that land where all that is 

Is solved in harmony; 

And thine own word shall harmonize 
What lingers yet in time. 


Like the spring wrought a miracle unto the 

seeds, 

That motionless lay, and then moved and waxed, 
So did unto us the Prophet. 


Like the sun wrought a miracle unto the buds, 
Blind longings, that opened wide, radiant eyes, 
So did unto us the Prophet. 


Like the dawn wrought a miracle unto the bird, 
That all night long was dumb, and then, rapt, 
poured forth song, 

So did unto us the Prophet. 


Like the wind wrought a miracle unto the sky, 
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Scatt’ring clouds, and uncovering fathomless 
depths, 
So did unto us the Prophet. 


Like the will wrought a miracle unto the limbs, 
When it wakened their drowsiness to acts, 
So did unto us the Prophet. 


Like the Light wrought a miracle unto the mind, 
That from mere space-bound things fashioned 
measureless thoughts, 

So did unto us the Prophet. 


Like Love wrought a miracle unto the heart, 
That, through dying, was turned a fountain of 
Life, 

So did unto us the Prophet. 


You seek Life, yet you are Life. 

Shall the water of the river say unto the river : 
‘*T am different from you’’? 

What of the river if there were not her water? 
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She would be but an empty bed, barren and 
songless. 

Still, you may be like the water of a silent cove, 
pondering among the weeds; 

But your joy is in flowing towards the ocean, 
Conscious of the vastness of your power 

And of the glory of your song. 


Some think that Beauty is an abstraction, 

But in truth all things are abstractions from 
Beauty. 

She alone is; and she gazes through the thus- 
named unbeautiful 

Oft-times more clearly than through the beau- 
tiful, 

Even as behind the darkness of the earth the 
horizon shines brighter, 

Even as the sky with the trailing clouds 

Shows more intensely its depth than the cloud- 
less canopy 

reas no sign is witnessing of the fathom- 
ess; 


Beauty is all there is; and if you gaze deeply 
into all deemed unbeautiful, 
Verily, you will look into Beauty’s own eyes. 


How could there ever be apartness, 

Where the selfsame cadence that quivers 
through the ages, 

Knocks at the gate of this my little heart; 

And where the breath of life that marks its 
measure in the starry dome, 

And in the surging seas, 

And in the flooding urge of spring, 

Breathes in me? 


He that raises your passion to pride, seek him; 

He that raises your slavery to freedom, follow 

him; 

He that raises your dreams to fulfilment, love 

him; 

He that raises your ignorance to knowledge, 
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know him: 

But he that raises your self to be all these in 
one embodiment, 

Choose him to be your guide. 


You mourn over your sorrow, yet behold the 
good earth. 

Only after she is broken by the furrows 

Does she well receive the seeds for the susten- 
ance of your tomorrow. 

Your greater self is sustenance for your greater 
morrow; 

Therefore your griefs, like furrows, become 
made into that which you are now, 

In order that the seeds of your greater self 

May become sown, and bear fruit. 


And also see the rocks and mountains; 

Only when they crumble do they begin to bloom. 
Through their wounds are they healed unto a 
more living form of life, 

And one more beautiful; 
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Thus, then alone shall beauty become born 
from you, 

When you will crumble, tranquilly and unas- 
sumingly, 

As do the mountains and the rocks. 


Friend, despair not about the despair of your 
heart, 

For you see but its cloak; if you saw its core, 
your eyes would dazzle. 

You hear but its moan; if you heard its song, 
your ears would sense the heaven of sound. 
You feel but its fang; if you felt its wings, your 
feelings would fly to the mountain of peace. 
You taste but its dregs; if you tasted its savour, 
your tongue would fashion but laud-songs of 
oy. 

You touch but the coarse outside of its garment; 
its inside is soft, 

Soft and soothing like the smile of dawn. 
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Be still, one day thy grief shall smile, 

And bird-like fly through fragrant spheres, 
Where she shall sparkle ceaselessly, 

Like beauty in a song. 


Be still, the restless beating of thy wings 

Shall one day silence in that life, 

Which, winged itself, shall quiet quietless en- 
deavour 

In ever active peace. 


Be still, thy yearning is home-bound; 

And like the seed that, buried in the sod, 

Doth find its heart at length exposed in dazzl- 
ing rays, 

So shall that weary grief of thine 

Be whirled one day by boundless bliss 


In spheres of light. 


In hours of urge, my patience frees me from my 
limitation, 

And brings me at the feet of Him 

Whose working-field comprises all eternity. 
In times of tardiness, my will undoes my fetters, 
In guiding me towards that hidden One 

Whose Will has made all workings manifest. 
And in my barren times, my faith in Him 
Whose skilful Hands build beauty 

For all the things and beings beautiful, 
Relieves me of my crushing bonds and bond- 
ages, 

And wakens in me gratitude, 


Ineffable. 


Consult with none but wiser than yourself, 
And be aware that to be sluggish on one road 
May well mean flying on the road that lies 
beyond. 

The wayfarer that passes by your gate 

Will not therefore win swifter to his goal 
Than you whose feet are loitering; 
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Nor will activity erect for suffering mankind 
A shelter safer than do knowing hands 
That act, the while apparently non active. 


Would I could realize through all the meanders 
Each of my steps as an aim and a goal, 
For in each of my steps is a footstep of Thee. 


Would I could realize always while flying 
Each of my wing-beats to raise me on high, 
For in each of my wing-beats Thou beatest Thy 


wings. 


Would I could realize always while singing 
That Thou art the fragment no less than the 
whole, 

And that each of the words of my song is Thine 
own. 


O friend, my self, forsake not Him 

Who dreams through every of your deeds, 
Who journeys through your dreamings, 
Who through your utterances acts, 

And sings within your silences. 


O friend, my self, touch Him the deathless One 
Who lives within, 

And then look round, and see His footprints 
graven 

In sorrows and in joys, 

In laughter and despair. 


O friend, my self, deliverance is now, is here, 
If thou but breathe the sweetness of His being, 
If thou but taste the presence of that only One 
Whose love is all that is. 


Hail to this pain, the purifier, 

Burning until nothing remains that any burden 
can touch, 

This pain, awaiting the lover on the path be- 
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tween joy and the greater joy, 
Until he reaches the joy beyond joy. 


Like the river never leaves off from singing, 
Now while rippling, now while rushing, 

Even thus the song never ceases in you. 
Through your burning upsets and the smart of 
despair, 

And through your flaming tribulations, 

The harmony that sings within 

Will not forsake your depth. 


Like stars ever shine though their night may 
hide them, 

Thus the light in you sends forth its rays; 

In your dusks of pain, through bewildering 
darkness 

When thunder-clouds blacken the sky of your life, 
The love-light that is lit within 

Will not forsake your depth. 


Like the silent deep is never disturbed, 
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And no sound ever reaches the heart of the 
sea, 

Even thus the stillness that lives in you. 
Through the noise of cares on the cross-roads 
of your being, 

The silence that pervades the all 

Will not forsake your depth. 


May each day-spring be a scope for new hopes 
to be born, 

And new singing to well from the lips; 

May each morning find me up to the task of the 
day, 

To fulfil what | schemed, and prepare for my 
plans; 

May each noontide be a summit for the dreams 
that came true, 

And survey a vast field for the future; 

May each evening be glorious like a spring-sky 
aflame, 

Where all colours and shades spread in still de- 
dication; 
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May each night be oblivion from the dusk of the 
day, 

A communion with You, Who are the light of 
all light. 


They overstrain the matchless instruments 
Thou gavest 

To sense the marvels of this mighty universe; 
But Thou, the Giver of the gifts art unper- 
ceived |! 


They search the livelong day for fading satis- 
factions, 

Faint phantoms that are glimpsing through 
their mist; 

But Thou, the real One, remainest yet unsought! 


They grasp the deepest and the highest and the 
farthest, 

There is no region that their skill leaves un- 
explored; 

But Thee, the Only One, they do not care to find! 
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They long with ceaseless, restless eagerness 
for havings, 

Their feet stray far that greedy hands may be 
well filled; 

But Thee, their own for evermore, they fail to 
touch ! 


Whoso is centred in God can be never alone, 
Nor can he feel ever confined; 

For his silent voice goes wandering in space 
And no barriers can arrest it. 

And his vision is not to be held in twilight, 
For it challenges the horizons. 

And his feet are treading the flaming path 
That is traced by the never-setting sun 

On the ocean of his understanding. 

And his arms never cease to entwine and em- 
brace 

What the soul alone can grasp. 
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Thou heedest not thy self, o soul, 

And that is why thy blind and restless eyes 
Persist in looking on the wide horizon as if she 
were a distant sheen, 

And on the future time as if she were to come, 
And then to become past. 


Thou heedest not thy self, o soul, 

And that is why thy numb and senseless fingers 
Must needs envelop what they long to hold, 
And touch what they would fain feel near, 
And grasp what they would have. 


Thou heedest not thy self, o soul, 

And that is why thy dull, deaf ears, 

Can hear but trumpetings and drums, 
Whereas the whisper of the silent choirs 
Of ages far-away and spheres of mystery, 
They do not hear. 


Thou heedest not thy self, o soul, 
And that is why thou hast to wait for spring 
And take refuge with scents enshrined in vess- 


els of all kinds, 
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That thy perceiving faculties may be exhilar- 
ated and refreshed. 


For if thy self had been revealed to thee, o soul, 
Thou wouldst not need these faint reverberatings 
In all that has a semblance for a while; 

But thou wouldst meet the month of May 
among the drifts of snow, 

And find, what now thou seekest on the screen, 
Within thy wondrous self. 


See not alone the garment of His loveliness 
Wherein He walketh on this earth, 

Nor only watch the glitter of His awe-inspiring 
sword. 

Encounter Him with your entire life. 

In all its lonely alleys walketh He, 

And on its crowded market-places; 

Amid its tussles, 

And in peace. 

That One Whose gestures are the centuries, 
Make Him to be the centre of your days, 
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For He alone will rid you of all trammels. 

Seek but His Face; 

For even one sole ray of its entrancing radiancy, 
reflected, 

Will light the whole of life. 


You are but one barred in a prison-house 

If you cannot keep pace with the shifting shad- 
ows, 

If you cannot smile with the twilight, 

And dance with the day, 

And be dark with the darkness, 

Yet heeding none of these. 

For he alone is free who can surrender in aloof- 
ness, 

Who can challenge the shadows while mixing 
with shadows, 

Who can flee from the dance while sharing the 
dance, 

an can leave the twilight abiding with twi- 
ight, 

Who can rise towards the sun being one with 
the night. 
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My sorrow, my sparkling songster, 

You who whisper unnameable sweetness into 
my ears, 

And who open my eyes to the beyond, 

You and I go together through life. 

Hand in hand with you I found a safety and a 
freedom 

That nothing else did give; 

No strength, no surety, and no joy 

Are comparable to you, o my sorrow. 


My sorrow, my dauntless ecstasy, 

You made me stand before all veils 

And made me gaze through what they hide 
Into the light behind all hidden things; 
Through you I entered the heaven of my desire 
And the hell of my burning longing; 

And nowhere | arrived without you, o my sorrow. 


My sorrow, ever was it you 

Who steered my boat through roaring waters, 
And my feet through the battering barrenness 
Of realms untrodden and unsought. 
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You brought me where the silent wings of angels 
beat, 

And where the throbbing of the heart 

Is stilled in wondrous self-disclosure, 

O my sorrow, my deathless friend. 


Thinkest thou, tempest, wild and mighty temp- 
est, thou canst scatter me? 

Thou canst well crush my faithful rudder, 
Upset my fearless masts, 

Undo my daring sails; 

But | in me am sailing on another ocean, bound- 
less, 

Forever unapproachable, forever safe. 


Thinkest thou, desert, awesome, scorching 
desert, thou canst burn me? 

Thy bareness can well weary out these eyes of 
mine, 

Thy barrenness distress my thirsting throat; 
But I in me abide within a garden flowery and 
fragrant, 
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And tire not drinking from a well 
Unquenchable, and ever near. 


Thinkest thou, mountain, huge, gigantic mount- 
ain, thou canst tame my courage ? 

Well can thy precipices creep along my path 
with gloomy menaces, 

Well hast thou myriad means to bind and stay 
my steps. 

Yet, though these feet may stumble for awhile, 
they are but feet of my desire; 

And I in me desireless am, at peace forever, 
Having attained the summit of all summits 
perilous and high. 


I had become aware that the singing which | 
gathered with my ears, 

Was but the hiding of a song unlimited and 
with no end; 

And therefore I grew weary of the singing. 

But ever since my soul became enchanted with 
that song 
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Which neither is sounded by a voice nor heard 
with the hearing, 

I muffle not mine ears to outer voices; 

For now, in silence and in sound, 

Always I hear that soul-alluring song. 


] had become aware that the light which shines 
within the day 

Is but the shadow of a light that never fades and 
never ceases; 

Therefore I heeded not the day nor what the 
day revealed. 

But ever since the vision of that Light was 
granted me, 

Which neither has been quenched nor kindled 
nor ever seen with mortal sight, 

I no more close mine eyes to outer radiance; 
For always now, from dawn to dawn, 

I see the undimmed lustre of that Light. 


I had become aware that words are nought but 
coverings and husks, 
Coverings and husks over a Word eternal 
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That neither is fashioned by a tongue nor mould- 
ed by a mouth; 

And therefore I sought silence in their stead. 
But ever since that flaming Word did manifest 
itself, 

I mind no more the sound of utterance; 

For henceforth, though I speak or not, 

That Word I say for evermore. 


I had become aware that what the fingers grasp 
Is that which fingers lose and never can continue 
keeping; 

And therefore I withheld my hands from hold- 
ing aught; 

But ever since I did attain what never can be taken, 
I mind no more the fact of having things, 

For now, no greed nor death can snatch away 
The real values I possess, which perish not. 


I had become aware that gardens are but groves 
of fantasy, 

Where laughter is a dream, and life is dancing 
hand in hand with death; 


And therefore I withdrew my steps from gardens. 
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But ever since the fragrance I perceived 
Which neither is sensed by nostrils nor found its 
cradle in a flower’s heart, 

Though no more need I seek the gardens, yet 
neither do I shun them; 

For now even this earth’s perfumes 

Reveal my ever changeless, deathless self unto 
my self, 


Could flowers bloom in the reflection of the 
sun, 

Without the touch of direct rays? 

Couldst thou be fully satisfied 

If thou didst but behold the sun’s reflection 
in the lake, 

And never, consciously, the sun? 


That gracious one who binds the wings of 
knowledge to your feet 
And makes you cross the surging stream 
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Between your deeper self and you, 
Bid him enter your heart. 


The parting of the Prophet is His real coming. 


Admiration is a window at the East-side of one’s 
house, — if directed by the East-side of 


one’s spirit. 


As a rule Life becomes drowned in life. 


The lover knows what none else knows; there- 
tore he acts as none else acts. 


First the dream became crucified as fact, and 
then the fact resurrected as a dream. 
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In meeting with myself I meet with all men; 
and in speaking to myself I speak unto all men. 


How can you be what you are unless you slay 
what you are not? 


The pride of some is a noble humility masked; 
and the humility of others is a polluted pride 
exhibited. 


The difficulty is not in realizing Truth; the 
difficulty is in realizing Truth always. 


Truth’s service is Love's service. 


That which you bewail with your tears is not 
death, and that which you hail with your laugh- 


ter is not life. 
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25 that makes all things prosper and grow, is 
od; 

And He that makes all things wither and de- 
cline, is God; 

And Who throws all things asunder and apart, 
is God; 

And Who draws them back, and gathers them 
into His Light, 1s God; 

And that in you which thinks itself as separate, 
is God; 

And which unites your self with your Self, is 
God. 


That which the mind seeks in words, the heart 
searches in silence, and the soul realizes in 


Truth. 
The real lover is the lover of Life. 


Keep faithful to the Light, and the Light shall 
be thy guide. 
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It is not by knowing of Truth that one finds 
it, but by finding Truth that one knows it. 


I would rather live in darkness, aware alone of 
what the daylight hides, than live in daylight, 
only aware of what the day reveals. 


One buried sorrow blossoms into throngs of 
joys, and fructifies into the joy beyond all joys. 


Verily, when thoughts have laid themselves 
down, do they begin to dance. 


Faith is a luxury, but knowledge 1s life. 


Neither other nor self showeth the way, but 
that which is neither other nor self. 
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The veil of semblance hides the cunning of the 
clever before the innocent, 

And the weakness of the strong before the 
ignorant, 

And the strength of the weak before themselves. 
But even as the veil passes, so the semblance 
passes; 

And that which will be bared one day 

Will be surprising to behold. 


Nothing can delude the soul except its own de- 
lusion. 


The sorrow-side and the sun-side of life are 
like the seasons; each has its own flowerage. 


Most has been, not who has been most, but he 


who has loved most. 


When the soul begins to sing it turns even 
soundless things to song. 
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More people are at peace because of their not- 
knowing than because of their knowing; and 
more are sure of what they say, not because they 
know, but because they do not know. 


Justice never fails to spring from injustice; and 
therefore even if thou stimulate injustice thou 
rearest the just. 


A gentleman clings not to his right, but to 
right. 


If thou knowest not thy soul, how then wilt 
thou clearly realize that which thy soul know- 
eth? 


Each moment of life holds a wonder, and won- 
der makes it revealed. 


The words can be cited, but the soul of the 
words can not be cited. 
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When sorrow carves deeply into the heart, the 
pattern made becomes an one of joy unsurpass- 


able. 


The few in truth are the many, and the many 
in truth are the few. 


There is no greater source of gratitude than 
the finding of that independent, ever-flowing 
source of gratitude, within. 


Something done that was meant for the best, 
try and make the best of it. 


Foes are but veils over the kind-hearted life; 
and when you lift those veils you see life's 
loving face. 


True greatness recognizes all ways and all 
means God uses to tread towards Himself. 
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It is seeing that keeps man blind, and hearing 
that keeps him deaf, and speaking that keeps 
him dumb, and learning that keeps him in 
ignorance. 


The average man looks at the mystic with 
surprise and thinks: ‘*Why build thy life on 
empty dreams and fantasies>?’’ Whereas the 
mystic looks at the average person with sur- 


prise and thinks: ‘‘Why build thy life on 


fantasies and empty dreams?’’ 


Some see but the appearances of perfection, 
and some see but the perfection of appearances. 


Oftener than playing life and playing death 
people play with life and play with death. 


They alone who love the depth can love all 
aspects of the surface. 
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There is no stranger other than your self unto 
your self. 


How pitifully pogr is he who deems himself 
generous for granting to others the crumbs 
from his sumptuous feast. 


When the soul-knowledge is forgotten, the 
outcome is but a skeleton-life. 


One thing you lose may show the way to that 
imperial treasure-house where all things lost 
are found. 


Distribution of disintoxicants may become the 
greatest intoxication. 


Indifference is the key to the secret of life, 
not to life; to life it is a key. 
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You yourself are the road whereon Life rushes 
forward. 


The depth of all things is as deep as can be, 
and as simple as can be. 


There is but one treasure that will forever last: 
but few seek for it and fewer find it. 


That which a great man will do through his 
deeds, a great soul will do through his renunc- 
lation. 


At that time when the soul has no support 
other than Truth, it proves whether it be true 
or untrue. 


Limitless is the rest in the Limitless. 
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There is One Who knoweth; know’st thou that 
One? 


The day wanes, but not the Light that makes 
the day revealed. 


The selfsame thing which may cause the life 
to be a thousand times more difficult than that 
of others may cause it to be a thousand times 
more beautiful than that of others. 


One who can rise above his faults can also rise 
above his virtues. 


By learning to face one’s self one learns to 


face all. 


Fate is not blind, but man may be blinded by 


fate. 
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Truth needs no support; Truth is its own 
support. 


The question is not whether you find peace, 
but where you tind it. 


There is but one drawback to the high tide of 
life: that it is but a tide. 


Where there is understanding, right will follow. 


There is a day when all the scattered fragments 
of your life are moulded into one melodious 
whole. 


Verily, to him that reaches to his deathless 
love-self all secrets are revealed; to him there 
is no power unattainable, and none and nothing 
ever can abide between his finite | and God. 
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Many would help the others far better if they 
thought less about the others and more about 
themselves. 


There are those who are souls, and they lightly 
forget that they live in this world; and there 
are worldly ones, and they entirely forget that 
they are souls. 


The favour of an ambitious man is not a favour, 
but an ambition. 


Untruth will ever ask untruth to witness for it. 


Those who know how to ask Life’s aid will 
be aided by Life under all conditions. 


What mean all splendours of the semblance 
compared to one sole glimpse of Truth? 
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May well be when you call upon God the 
Exalter that you call upon your pain. 


They who desire to explain all they know might 
aspire at that attempt because they know not 


all. 


Life catches the hypocrite by the same sleeve 
wherein at first he had been laughing. 


Sometimes it might seem that to prevent the 
necessity of undoing would be a greater ac- 
complishment than doing. 


Man’s true nature can be traced from the choice 
he cherished throughout his life: that of value 
or that of worth. 


The mystic need not open his eyes in order to 
see the world, and he need not close his eyes 
in order to see God. 
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If none misinterpret the meaning of your words, 
be grateful; 

But if someone misinterpreted the meaning of 
your words, be even more grateful; 

For he gives you the greatest chance for pro- 


gress e 


It is Truth that makes one bear with all untruth. 


My infirmities were my greatest healers. 


Many are their lifetime striving on the way to 
Life, forgetting that the way is not the goal, 
but Life. 


Ignorance, innocence, helplessness and interest, 
four corners of a usurper’s throne. 


If you will not free yourself, none will free you. 
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Whoso attains to the vision of God's Light, 
attains to the union with all existing. 


Truth is the tryst of all great souls. 


Such is the intoxication of the world that it 
attributes a value even to intoxication. 


More knowledge is required for ignoring than 
for knowing. 


Active life is the practice of what silent life 
teaches, and silent life is the practice of what 
active life teaches. 


To find in all the passing things the trace of 
that which passes not is the aspiration of the 
poet, and the message of the Prophet, and the 
aim of the sage. 
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The God Whom man makes is the God of 
religion, and the God Who makes man is the 
God of Truth. 


In this world only passing is stable, whereas 
in that other world stability does never pass. 


Peace is a natural condition, not an attainment; 
but it becomes an attainment in the unnatural 


life. 


The first lesson life teaches is to be proud 
in humility; and the last: to be humble in pride. 


Great problems may spring owing to small 
minds. 


There are things that say nothing to me and yet 
tell me all. 
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The actual desert is that consciousness which 
fails to realize itself. 


He who can greet doubt as a friend, will find 
faith to be himself, and see that self conquering 


all. 


Build thyself a fortress in Truth that shall 
protect thee on that day when thou canst no 
more protect her. 


Hail to the thorns that wounded me, for they 
showed me the way to the rose. 


In our remembrances the hours that wandered 
away are looking back. 


O wakener pain, thou madest me know what 
no one knoweth who knoweth not thee! 
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Things undreamt become reality in the dream, 
and things conceived as real become a dream in 
the vision of reality. 


Never let your thirst for freedom turn into 
captivity. 


A true sorrow is more enjoyable to me than a 
seeming joy. 


I once asked of a sigh to uncover her face, and 


lo! I beheld a song. 


Sage, where you see but the transience of a 
trailing cloud, I see the immortality of immut- 


able beauty. 


O wrong, hadst thou not frequented my path, 
I] would never have met with right! 
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That which to the many is a metaphor, to the 
mystic is reality. 


If thou wilt not hear life’s whisper, neither 
wilt thou hear her loudly spoken words. 


Thy veil, o night, lifted the veil from my eyes. 


What value can one attribute to knowledge 
based on ignorance? 


O semblance, how poor life would be without 
thee, and how rich! 


Let the feet of thy giant self tread on the 
flaming path that mounts the mountain invis- 
ible, to reach the summit of thy longing. 
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Life’s ways are comfortable to the one 

Who can be fed with hunger and allayed with 
thirst; 

Who takes the shadow for the light, 

The winter for the spring, 

The substitute as if it were reality. 

But what of him who seeks to find the land of 
nowhere in all places, 

The timeless at all times, 

The measureless in all that can be weighed and 
scaled ? 

Truth is but plain and simple, aye; 

But he who finds this simple truth, 

Has solved all that was waiting to be solved; 
To him then love and Love are no more two, 


Division no more is divided, 
And death and life have ceased to wield their 


tyranny, 
And are become as one. 


All things are born with the want of purpose: 
Love wants to love, judgment desires to judge; 
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The song is longing to be heard, 

Ambition has the wish to reign and see itself 
enthroned, 

Desire wants to desire. 

Thou wouldst, o soul, quench that in thee, 
Which quenchless is, and is unquenchable. 
What keeps thee thirsty is thy thirst. 

Throw off thy thirst, be it but for awhile, 

If thou woudst find thyself sober. 

For nothing but unthirsting is the draught that 
quenches thee, 

The purpose which thy real purpose is, thy 
destined end. 


The mirror cracks, and who can mend it? 
The fruit decays; who brings it back? 

The rock is cleft; who makes it whole? 

But whatsoever cleaves the sky, what cleaves it? 
Like sky is that which links with Thee, — 
unbreakable. 

ne ignorant seek not for Thee, and unbelievers 
scoff, 

But Thou, O Lord, art ever there, and smilest. 
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When clouds diminish, then ground becomes 
fertile; 

When ground is absorbed, then flowers bloom; 
When flowers fade, then wax the fruits; 

When fruits decay, then seeds come forth; 
When seeds are ground, then are they brought 
to life; 

When doing is done away with, then deeds 
become achieved. 


That level pleases one most whereon one’s 
consciousness is wont to dwell; 

And that level teaches one most which is 
above one’s customary range; 

And that level attracts one most which the soul 
is craving after, and has not as yet attained; 
And that level which is beyond all levels seen 
or sensed or parallelled, is the aimless aim. 


Within that sphere where love itself is the 
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purpose, 
The heart becomes a beauty-haven that answers 
to all questionings, 

And ever stills and pacifies the ceaseless surg- 
ing of ‘‘wherefore?’’ 

From the unsatisfied and restless mind. 


Dive thou into the sea of Truth, 

Dive deeply, and be purified, 

Then open wide, impartial eyes, 

And see life as it is. 

Tear it to fragmentary bits if thou thus wish, 
Or look at it as one gigantic whole; 

Behold it with fond eyes of love 

Or eyes that criticize. 

But if thou look intently, and behold life as it is, 
Thou wilt but find the wondrous mesh-work 
Of the spirit of perfection. 


When the gem had been found it was set in a 
54 


crown, and its rays were sent forth and en- 
lightened the world. 

When the fountain broke out from the heart of 
the earth, its pure waters went singing, and 
flooded the world. 

When the flower-bud bloomed its perfume 
gathered wings, and it rose and it spread, and 
pervaded the world. 
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‘“Harebell, why are you hiding your gaze?’’ 
‘‘T turned it away from the gleam of 
appearances.’ 


‘What are you contemplating now?’’ 


** The reality hidden behind.”’ 


‘River, what makes you hurry so wildly >?’’ 
*'My turbulent longing for peace.’’ 


‘Thyme, only when you are crushed do you 
yield your perfume!’’ 


‘' What are ye, little blades of grass>’’ 
‘Fingers, pointing at heavens’ light.’’ 
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‘My heart, so long you sought for wisdom! 
And yet, each dawn you saw the dew- 
drops in the garden gaze at the sun!’’ 


‘*Coudst thou ever make the scale incline 
towards thy side?’’ asked a weight of a 
feather. 

‘“Which scale>?’’ the feather said, ‘‘that 
fashioned of clay, or that one built in 


Truth?’’ 


** The main thing in life,’’ said a smile 
that was lingering upon two lips, ‘‘the main 
thing in life is joy. Wherever there is joy I am, 
and where I am there is no further aim.”’ 

And peace happened to pass, and she 
heard the words that smile was saying. 

And peace smiled, and went her way. 
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‘Blossom, what gives you that tender 
look >”’ 

‘*My boundless gratitude. I asked of 
the sun to replenish my cup; just a little light I 
asked, — and he made it with love overflow- 
: 2? 


ing. 


My satisfaction said: ‘‘] feel unsatisfied, 
for I can never last. Within my depth there is 
the longing for satisfaction satisfied.’’ 

My longing said: “‘I feel content! | 
look with satisfaction on myself. I always am; 
for I will be as long as being is.’’ 


‘*Dreariness, tell me, what are you?’’ 

‘IT am a momentary seeming; | am a 
veil over a veil. If thou canst shift me aside, 
o soul, thou shalt bathe in the brightness of 
life’s laughter.’’ 


A rose lifted her little head towards the 
sun, and opened unto him her burning heart; 
and from its innermost arose her fragrant 
worship. 

I asked: ‘‘Art thou not lonely in thy 
loneliness, o rose?’’ 

She said: ‘‘ How can a devotee be lonely, 
friend? Does not the light of love shine in my 
heart ?”’ 


‘Gentian, what does thy raiment express>?’’ 
‘My love-tale to the heavens.’’ 


‘‘Why, truly, flowers, at sacraments, do we 
desire your company?’ 


‘*Did we not always do God's Will by 
looking at His light?’’ 
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NATURE 


There was a time when the garden was 
young, and when the thistle-plants had not 
withered yet, and also had they never bloomed. 

And once on a day a strange being enter- 
ed upon wings into that garden; and the wise 
and gentle fir proclaimed it was the nightingale. 
And when he sang, the wind would cease to 
breathe and leaves forget to grow, in wondering 
amazement about his melody. For the garden 
was yet young, and it had heard until then but 
the music of the wind and of the rain and of 
the fir. 

And the nightingale sang in many tones, 
but of one name; he sang only of the rose, of 
the beauty and the wonder and the glory of 
the rose. And from that time on all the plants 
within the garden held but one dream: to be 
a rose. 

The thistles also dreamed of it; and the 
day the garden bloomed, many petals unfolded 
when first time the sun awoke the thistle- 
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flowers. 

And after a thousand years a donkey 
passed that garden, and he asked for thistles. 

‘‘Pass thither,’’ said they, ‘‘for we are 
roses!”’ 

But the donkey heeded not their words. 


Said the outer eye unto the inner eye: 
**T see here naught but gloomy ashes of scattered 
hopes and desolate remainings of desires 
unfulfilled, like sunken cities in an ocean of 
dismay. I fain would see them not, but alas! 
my destiny has preordained me to witness 
things even as they have come to pass.”’ 

‘*And I,’’ replied the inner eye, “‘am 
marvelling at what I notice; for here I see but 
fountain-heads that sparkle with life and cease 
not watering the roots of ever-verdant dreams 
that steal their way towards the heights of 
their fulfilment. I have no words to witness 
of the beauty I behold!’’ 


Then the inner eye and the outer eye 
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amazingly gazed at one another. 
And both were speechless. 


A leaf once said to another leaf: ‘‘ The 
wind was whispering to me last night that | shall 
dance upon that road, together with all creat- 
ures running there and moving toward some 
distant aim.’’ 

Replied the other leaf: ‘‘ Never believe 
the wind! He is a quaint narrator of fascinating 
fairy-tales. Our purpose is to serve this branch 
of ours, to ever make it grow by feeding it; and 
therefore never believe such empty fantasies 
of fable-tellers like the wind!’’ 


‘Where is thy home?’’ asked a man of 
a skylark. ‘‘Thou buildest thy nest on the 
earth, and thou singest thy song in the sky.’’ 

‘*O man,’’ the skylark said, “neither is 
the sky my home nor the earth. My real home 
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is my very song. Like my wings lift me into 
space, so does my song lift me into the ether. 
It rises from my heart, and whitersoever it 
goes, | am. I seem to be but a little bird; yet 
larger am | than the distance that separates 
my nest from where my joyful singing wells. 
In my song my soul takes flight, overcoming 
all distance and all separation, overcoming 
even the silence wherein my song may seem 
to die.”’ 

‘Be thou my teacher, o skylark,’’ said 
the man. 


The roving wind does swell the sails, 

It scatters all things dead and loose, 

It carries scents and songs and sounds. 
But means the wind to do these things? 
It does not ask, it has no wants; 

It only blows. 
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When I looked closely upon all that surrounded 
me and had surrounded me, 

I beheld that what hitherto I saw 

Was but a mantle of semblance worn by beings 
and by things; 

That that which seemingly flew in space was not 
truly flying; 

And what seemed crawling and creeping was 
not truly doing so. 

I saw that roses were not really roses, and 
thorns no thorns; 

Day was no day, and night no night; 

And that which lay between as twilight was but 
a dusky semblance too. 

Thus then it happened whilst I journeyed on 
the lone-path 


Whereon all mantles became lifted one by one, 
That in the end I saw. 

That in the end I saw God's Face, 

And in His Face the real faces of all things. 


Thou hast granted me my entreaty, O Lord, and 
Thou hast come. 

My life has been lighted by the sight of Thy 
Face, 

And the songs Thou singest have lifted my 
heart upon wings. 

At each of Thy footsteps a magic plant has 
sprung from the soil of my garden, 

And the fragrance Thou dost spread across my 
house . 

Will henceforth scent my days, and evermore 
remind me of Thy coming, 

In all I sense, and in all I touch, 

In all I say and see and hear and do and 
dream. 
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As long as I gazed behind the screens of good 
and not-good, 

Neither was there an end to my seeking, 

Nor to Thy hiding. 

But ever since I gazed behind the screen of all 
screens, 

Into Thy Face, Beloved, 

The screens themselves have become a revelat- 


ion of Thee. 


Allow me, O my Lord, to ever breathe the 
presence of Thy being, 

That this my self that floats awhile, 

A song, a sigh, across this world of shaped 
desires, 

That this my self may be a fragrant fragment 


of Thy Will. 


My poet, one desire has Thy devotee: to realize 
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the wondrous texture and the beauty-radiance of 
Thy songs. 


May I seek but that triumph, O Lord, which is 
Thine own, 

The triumph that sleeps under the snows, and 
then rises and rushes through valleys and o’er 
hills in the riotous abundance of spring; 

The triumph that finds its fulfilment in the 
harvests of the summer-season, yet never 
wanes though winter clothe her with a semblance 
of death; 

The triumph that dreams in the blossom-buds 
and wells forth from Thy flowers as fragrance, 
then fares through Thy spheres, a spirit un- 
shackled, perfuming all; 

The triumph that travels across the ages, invig- 
orating and perfecting Thy worlds, and then 
drawing them unto Thee. 
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My Master and my Lord is merciful, 

He turns my neglects into my pruning. 
When I, without forethought, cut budding 
branches 

That would have amply borne fruit, 

My Lord and Master makes the sap abounding; 
And other branches spring, 

And other fruits the tree of life brings 
forth. 

The pain of my neglects becomes my pruning, 
And more abundant 1s the blossoming, 

And sweeter are the fruits of life. 


Breath of my breath! Thy touch 1s equal to a 
thousand wings, 

Whereof the wings of birds are but a phantom- 
symbol. 

No more now staggering, no more now dark 
abiding-places; 

The devotee Thou liftest on Ihy wings 

Wins to that ultimate abode where reigns but 
light. 
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When through the smarting of my sorrow 

I see Thine eyes that gaze on me, compassionate, 
My pain becomes more blissful than my joy, 
And more enjoyable than bliss. 


When through the maze of this perplexing life, 
I see Thy glance that rests on me with tender- 
ness, 

Bewilderment becomes a road securer than my 
safety, 

And safer far than certitude. 


My Master and my Lord, 

In Thy unwavering glance have I become a 
captive, 

And in these meshes of captivity 

Was I made free. 


Over-generous art thou, O Light! 

But a glance did I give thee, 

And thou, thou fillest my life with thy Life to 
the brim. 
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None counts the worlds through which You led 
my consciousness, 

None counts the names wherewith my con- 
sciousness entitled You. 

But ever was it You Who urged and guided and 
inspired me; 

For when the veil was lifted, and the Light 
beheld, 

I realized that in all frames and substances and 
guises, 

It had been You that did reveal Yourself unto 
Yourself, 

Whose myriad shapes I thenceforth recognized 
in all. 


You bound me fast, my Lord, in order that | 
might be free, 

And then again You freed me, that I be bound 
the faster. 


O silence, gracious, winged silence, sing thou 
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unto my soul thy song, thy never-ceasing song 


of Life. 


Life is not what it seems to many. 

Life is not creeping along weary days and 
crawling over tiresome roads. 

Life is a never-ending ecstasy in laughter and 
In tears, 

A singing stream, sublime and fearless, 

And irresistible. 


Within these alleys sinuous and tangled, 
Each one proclaims his presence with sounds 
persistent, boisterous and loud; 

But Thou, O Lord, Who art the Only One 
alone, 


Thou speakest loudest in silence deep and 
mild. 


When the Face of my Lord is hidden from my 
sight, 
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I become like a page in a book of verses where- 
on no verse is written; 

Blank it stares into space, soulless, songless, 
and without a depth. 


When the Face of my Lord | do not see, 

I become like a word that is spoken by lips that 
know not its meaning, 

Nor its value nor its weight. 

It has but the body of a word, yet its life- 
breath is gone. 

As dead as such a word am | when my eyes 


are blind. 


When my Lord’s Face I fail to see, 

Like a fog do | become, abiding between being 
and _ not-being, 

Endless, yet closing upon all things, 

Like vapour undecided, yet dense and untrans- 
parent. 


Like the heart of a scentless flower | become, 
Dull and unyielding, 
When my Beloved’s Face I fail to see. 
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Come Thou, o come, Thou lowly one, 

Make me pliable and patient like a grass-blade, 
Like air within a flute of reed, that wanders 
through its hollow as desired by the player. 


Come Thou, o come, Thou fearless being, 
Breathe into me Thy hero-spirit that scattered 
the defiant mountains into plains, 

And made the valiant tree-stems brave the 
shaking of the tempest. 


Come Thou, o come, Thou mirthful spirit, 
Who dancest in that witty tale which forest- 
leaves are lisping to the Southwind, 

Who smilest in the myriad-coloured glimpses of 
the even-clouds. 


Come Thou, o come, Thou love unbounded, 
Who hadst the passion and the joy to fashion 
from the void these beauty-shapes, 

And now with endless patience art awaiting 
Their ultimate return to Thee. 
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To be a song in His dreaming, 
Melodious and soft, 


That was my dream. 


To be a spring in His garden, 
Tender and lovely, 
That was my wish. 


To be a spark of His fire, 
Ardent and pure, 
That was my will. 


To be a pillar of His temple, 
Forbearing and forceful, 
That was my aim. 


To be a breath of His Breath, 
Radiant and yielding, 
That is my now. 
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My Lord revealed to me His Face, 

And in this vision all my strife did vanish, 
And all my seeking ended, 

And all my burdens even like vapours 
Rose up into the sky, and disappeared. 


My Lord revealed to me His Face, 

And through this vision became I freed from 
all my bonds, 

And from all caging bars and wires; 

For whether | turn left or night, 
Whitersoever I cast my glance, 

I see but my Beloved’s Face, 

And nothing else remains. 


My Lord revealed to me His Face, 

And since this vision I attained have I been 
satisfied. 

For all things otherwise are like the wind 

That blows awhile, fraught with faint sounds, 
harmonious or disharmonious, 

Laden with scents of every kind, 

Leaving its mark on trees and waters that for a 
while yield to its touch, — 
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And then is seen no more, nor heard nor felt. 


My Lord revealed to me His Face, 

And now my strife has ended; 

For all things otherwise are like the wind that 
whistles for awhile its tune, 

And then is heard no more. 


In the smile of my beloved Lord, 

The river of my longing was released from its 
rushing, 

And the ocean of my days from its restless tides, 
And I found peace. 


In the smile of my beloved Lord, 

The bird of my soul was uncaged and set free, 
And it began to chant the unencumbered endless, 
And rejoiced. 


In the smile of my beloved Lord, 
All hovering clouds became unburthened; 
They showered onthe barrenness that lay beneath, 
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Resolving it in flowering fields, 


And bowers of delight. 


In the smile of my beloved Lord, 

All that was has become melted, 

And what was not, sprang up and grew; 
That which was young, waxed and developed, 
And all things aged, became invigorated and 
renewed. 


In the smile of my beloved Lord, 

The deaf in me has become hearing, 

The sightless has acquired eyes, 

The dumb in me ceased to be speechless, 
And what was voiceless, hitherto, then sang. 


In the smile of my beloved Lord, 

I have found Life, Life everlasting; 

For in His smile, His smile unparallelled, 
I conquered death. 


The strains that sounded through my life 
Did melt into one melody 

Made sweet by thine own love, O Lord, 
In offering to Thee. 


The images mine eyes beheld 
Did fade into one effigy, 

The radiant reflection 

Of my longing, Lord, for Thee. 


The words that welled from unknown depths 
Did mingle in one sacred sound, 


A prayer uttered secretly, 
In worship, Lord, of Thee. 


The silence singing through my heart 
Did culminate in ecstasy 

That overcame all semblance, Lord, 
Through unison with Thee. 
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